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WOULD YOU LET THIS CLOWN 
HELP YOUR GRANNY CROSS A 
BUSY INTERSECTION? 

Deal Crazy, 

1 love your magazine! It’s number I in 
my book! The "Boy Sprout Handbook" was 
good. I am a Boy Scout, and it does stink a lit¬ 
tle... 

Darrin Wells 
Grandview, MO. 


bad it was the only great thing in the issue. 
Behemoth Jack must have been written by 
someone with the I.Q. of a dead snail. 

Lauren Green 
Chattanooga, TN. 

Dear Crazy, 

asked my mother to buy me the new 
Mad Super Special. She came home with the 
Crazy Super Special [#8.5/. I thought I'd give 
you a try. Boy. was I dumb! Your illustrations 
are an insult. So were most of your jokes. The 
"boy Sprout Handbook ' was a disgrace. In 
your subscription ad you call Crazy a "yoek" 
rag. I'd call it a "yuck" rag. 

Rekl Waterer 
San Jose, CA. 

Dear Crazy. 

I liked your "Escape From Fun City", 
especially when the anti-ballistic missile fell 
on that fat guy. 

Jimmy Taylor 
St. Augustine. FL. 

Dear Crazy. 

About your "Spy-Squasher" in super¬ 
issue #85...??? 

Theresa O'Shea 
Boston. MA. 



STREET LIFE 

Dear Crazy, 

I thought issue #85 was great. I liked 
your parody of Sesame Street I also liked 
your "Boy Sprout Handbook", because I’nt a 
Boy Scout I 

Andrew Siragusa 
Scotch Plains, N.J. 


Dear Crazy, 

I loved issue #85. I got a kick out of 
"Seizedsurn Street" and the "Boy Sprout 
Handbook". I also got a laugh oui of "The 
Brownstones". 

Steven Thomas 
Montgomery. AL. 


Dear Crazy, 

I loved issue #85! I loved everything in 
it except "Suitur Tltc Tenant" and Aunty 
Nuke. I especially liked "Seizedsum Street". 
"The Brownstones", and "The Boy Sprouts 
Handbook". I also liked The Eleventh Hour 
Special, and I even liked Obnoxio’s Fun 
Pages. 

James Hicks 
Modesto. CA. 


Dear Crazy, 

Issue #85 really stunk. You know what I 
mean. Like Teen Hulk. That is so stupid. 

Teddie Copeland 
Saraland. AL. 


Dear Crazy. 

I think "Escape From Fun City" in issue 
#85 stunk. It was dull, dumb, and had no 
meaning at all. Paul Kupperberg fouled up the 
magazine and so did "The Brownstones” and 
Dr. JiveTurkey. the bum. Mr. Kupperberg 
needs to get fired for writing trash like that. 
Do belter next time. Paul. Hey, would some¬ 
one watch him for me...? 

Anthonv Moore 
Gary, IN. 


Dear Crazy, 

In your issue #85, "Escape From Fun 
City" stunk 1 ! The part where the policeman 
shot that muscle-bound creep to New York... 
I didn't see one single weapon on him! I 
couldn't even understand Aunty Nuke! "Sur- 
tur The Tenant" was probably stolen out of 
Marvel's worst files! "The Brownstones" was 
so stupid I could barf!!! At the end of (he issue 
Iin the subscription ad] you featured a picture 
of ugly Obnoxio hanging; if you did hang 
him. it would make everyone happy! 

Becca B. 

Palm Bay, FI.. 


Dear Crazy, 

"Escape From Fun City" was great. Too 


Dear Crazy, 

I like your issue #85, with "Escape 
From Fun City". The rest of the book was 
stupid. 

Steven Ware 
Mukilteo. WA. 

Dear Crazy, 

I like your issue #85 because it had the 
Escape From New York parody, and also 

"The Dnjwnsiuncs. " They were flamy. Out 
come on. guys. Wilma isn't fat. 

Steve Maltcpes ^, 

Upper Darby. PA. /- \ «==■> 
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OBNOXIO’S ABUSE COLUMN 



MISCELLANEOUS MISSIVES 

Dear Crazy, 

I have more than lour Cra/.y magazines. 
My clad thinks it stinks. 

My mom thinks it's stupid. 

My grandma loves it. 

They took grandma away last month. 

Sam Senovich 
Waynesville. MO. 

Sirs: 

What’s going on here? I mean, right 
here, in black and white, on your silly letters 
page in issue #87, is this guy pretendin' to be 
the Teen Hulk and threatenin' my life.sayin' 
lie’s gonna stomp me into the ground. How- 
cum? What'd I ever do to him? 

Sincerely, 

Goono 

Alop The Refrigerator 

Steve Skeates’ Apartment 

Dear Crazy, 

I think you guys are pretty good, but 
couldn't you have picked something cuter 
than Obnoxio to pul on your magazine, like 
Bcnji or something? 

Tammy Mai in 
Ml. Vernon. IL. 

Dear Crazy. 

Me and my two friends Deon and Clay 
collect Cra/.y. Mad. Wacko, and Cracked. 
We have almost all your issues from 1079 
1982. We really enjoy it. 

Tim Lynn 


HANNA-MUSTAFA X PRESENTS 

Dear Crazy, 

In issue #85 I think “ The Brownstones" 
wasdef. And I think " Scizedsum Street" was 
real trashy, but it was something to learn 
about. 

Janies Allen 
Brooklyn. N.Y. 

Dear Crazy. 

Just bought #85 of your terrific 
magazine. And it was the best yet. especially 
"The Brownstoncs". I couldn't stop laughing 
when I read it. I think "The Brownstones " 
was the best thing you've done in Crazy so 
far. I sure hope you make “The Brownstones" 
a regular in your magazine. 

Anthony Parks 
Pulaski. VA. 

Dear Crazy, 

If I hadn't read your Dr. JiveTurkey's 
jerky information. I would have tom up "The 
Brownstones" and Hushed it down the toilet. 

.Sant Senovich 
Waynesville. MO. 

Dear Crazy, 

In your issue #85,1 really liked the "Up- 
seidown Adventure". I liked the Rev. Rank 
Scott too. But I didn't like "The 
Brownstoncs they stunk! 

Gerry Benneh 
Galena. IL. 



Dear Obnoxio, 

In issue #80, a Mr. X said “...an 
atomic bomb will blow you up soon”. We 
feel it should. Whenever one of us opens 
up an issue of this magazine, the whole 
room stinks. The only decent thing in the 
whole magazine is The Eleventh Hour 
Special (and that's a lie). With Mad and 
Cracked on the market, why waste paper 
on your no good magazine? 

When we had a student store, even 
when we tried to give Crazy away, we 
failed. They all said "Where's Mad? How 
'bout Cracked?" 

Hatingly, 
Bellefonte Elementary 
5th Grade Students 
Bellefonte, PA. 

Well, first of all, yer all ugly. I know 
ya are. I mean, I personally have never 
met anybody from Bellefonte, PA. who 
wuzn’t real ugly. What kinda place is 
“Bellefonte”, anyway? It sounds real 
boring, y'know? I mean, how excitin' 
can a place be that’s been named after 
a old, boring singer. What’s there to do 
in Bellefonte, anyway? I’ll bet you kids 
have a great time at them tractor races. 
Yer probably all ugly, boring kids who 
go to a boring school in a boring town. I 
hope ya all grow up ta work in K-Marts 
and Burger King's. Y’know... like yer 
dads. Why don’t you ugly, boring kids 
save yer stamp money, and go back to 
watchin’ the flagpole rust. —O.T.C. 

Address all hate mail to "Obnoxio's 
Abuse Column"c/o the address below (andif 
you send us your picture, he'll make fun of 
that. too!). — Ed. 


Warning: Sending letters to this column indicates the 
sender’s willingness to be abused. Publicly. Where all the 
sender's friends and relatives can see. Yup. Right here. 

And, if you don’t include your name and address, we won't 

oven consider possibly getting around to look at it. Nope. 


Vandiver, AL. 
You mean, you used to collect Wacko... 

—Ed. 


Dear Crazy. 

1 jusi wanted to tell you I like your 
magazine, all except your Take A Letter To 
Crazy section. All you ever have in it are let¬ 
ters that say “1 hate your magazine". So here's 
a letter that is trying to say "I think you and 
your magazine are teriffic, super, the best, 
and number I. Well, that's all I have to say. 
except if you don't print this letter it's your 
loss, not mine. 


PL»EAsfi ,vdd S KKs Letters 


rc/o MARVEL COM/CS raolIP -. 


3tt7 nEBK-JJHl r SCEfl!: 

oona— 


NEWSY, 


Your Faithful Reader. 
Susan Wallace 
Orlando. FL. 
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Remember when a caveman movie 
meant at least seeing Racquel Welch 
in a sloth fur bikini and some 
drugged iguanas with horns glued to 
their heads? Well, those days are 
gone forever with the arrival of... 


Quest for 


///, 


Mogga wogga 
hunnh hig¬ 
gle tushy! 


Dure, sure... that's what they ail 
say! But I told you, buddy— nobody 
gets in here without a reservation! I Mugfxyl gfh- 

htmi nhye glug- 
ga byrtwql! 


Ha! That's easy for you to say! But 
we cavemen don’t fall for every clever 
line somebody throws our way, y'know! 


tssv. 


I*"!- 


m, 
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Hey, now that’s Interestin’ —! This fire stuff is really 
something else... not only does it cook our food and 
keep us warm at night. 
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...It also 
hurts! 

YEE-OOWWI! 


Man... do that sting! I 
wish someone would hurry up 
and invent Bactine! 
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—And now having 

rowdy neighbors 

move in next door! 


Sigh! A caveman's work is never done. Out all day 
hunting for food... picking lice outta your mate's 
fur... trying to build up civilization as we know it— 


Boy, those apemen think they're pretty 
smart, cornin' in like that and stealing our 
fire! But we’ll show them who's more 
advanced— that we can employ more 
modern techniques of warfare! 


What those guys won't 
do to get a light! And 
where does that leave 
us—? Without fire... and 
it's gonna be at least 
80,000 years until 
somebody invents the 
BIC! 


Waita- 
minnit, 
Moeah... 
it's not so 
bad— look! 


what I 

got! 


RETREAT!! 


/ r 
1 

What's 


that, 

4 , 

Moeah? 






















Now isn't that amazing —?! I never knew you weren’t 
supposed to get that stuff wet...! Heh heh. 


Whoops! 


Klutzy Keeper! 


Moeah... 
Larree... 
Curlee... it falls 
upon you three 
to go forth 
and find us 
more fire! 


Try the 

South Bronx, 

knucklehead... 
there's always 
something 
burning 

there! 


Where’re 

we 

supposed 
to find 
fire, 

wise one? 


You were saying—? 


I dunno... I kinda like it up here 


Move it, you guys 
— we've gotta 


Aww, 

what’s 


find us some more 

Sure is 

gonna 

fire and get back 

spooky 

bother a 

to the tribe before 

out here 

bunch of 

all the T.V. 

in the 

big, brave 

Dinners thaw 

jungle, 

hunters 

out! 

isn't it? 

like us? 


























ook, guys... smoke! You know 
what that means, don't you? 


That Smokey The Bear's out 
of town for the weekend? 


Ah-ha! We're on the right track and 
sniff we can't stop new to sniff- 
sruff dally' Someone's got sniff 
tire and (is tnat cooking meat 
small" 5 ) wave sniff 


Ahhh, 

what 

tie 

heck—! 


We oughta call the Fire Department? 


Hmmm... a trifle over¬ 
done, but all in all, not en¬ 
tirely unpalatable— 
(g'wan, get back you ani¬ 
mals!)—! It could use a 
dash of ketchup, though 


Uhh, my Uncle 
Mortie, I think. 


Yes, quite tasty indeed! I won¬ 
der what they call that meat? 


Gimme 

some'a 

that, 

willya...!? 


There they are, guys—they've got fire! Awright, here's 
the plan... I'll rush out, jump around like a maniac, 
scream and generally make a fool of myself to scare 
them off while you grab the tire! Got it? 


Wonder what's buggin' 
him! Everybody always 
said Uncle Mortie had 

good taste! 


Myself, I've been thinking of 
going vegetarian anyway, 
y'know. Have a granola 
bar, man. 


I dunno. 


Right! Here's the revised plan 
then.. .I’ll wait here while you two 
jump out like maniacs, scream 
and generally make a fool of your¬ 
selves to scare... 


those guys 
look like 
they can hurt 



































Jeez, those 


Ugga-bugga wugga 
nyah nyah! Screeech! 
Yell! Shout! 


Oh dear— 
it's a crazy 
person, 
Ralphie! 


Come away now, 
Horace! Mother 
warned you about 
folks like that! 


sense ot adventure. 


nothin' 


Chuckle! Wotta bunch of scaredy-cats. Imagine going 
for the old “ugga-bugga” routine! Nobody's bought 
that number since my pet dinosaur fell into the tarpits! 


Yeah, wotta gang of ding-a-lings! Chuckle! 
Boy. wail'll I tell the rest of the tribe about 
about the way they... ha ha ha... ran away and 


You, er... wouldn’t by any chance 
wanna sit down and talk about it, 
would ya, huh, huh, huh? 


Er... I take it you 
weren’t scared by 
my crazy-man bit, 
huh, big guy? 


I didn't think so 

























HfflS 


r/mi 


mmm 


Oboyoboyoboy! I did it, guys... I got us fire! Wotta light it 
was... I hadda bash in heads and send 'em runnin'! And 
then when I was done, I took the rest of their fire— 


—And dumped it in the lake 
to show 'em who's boss— 


Yikes! 


ANYTHING, 

if you catch 
my drift, big 
boys! Wink 
wink! Nudge 
nudge! 


Hiya, sailors! I wanna thank you for 
saving me from them nasty cannibals. 
Lissen, if you guys wanna come back to 
my tribe with me, I'd be happy to give 
you anything you want— 


Heh heh. I bet you guys think 
that was silly of me, huh? 


(Jroan! I'm a 

failure! My tribe 
sent me out to 
get fire for 'em, 
and all I'm gonna 
be bringing back 
is a black and 
blue mark! 


Gosh, is 
that all you 
want, fella? 
My tribe dis¬ 
covered 
long ago 
how to 
make fire! 


Anything? 

l-is she 
offering 
what I 
think shes 
offering...? 


FOOD! 


—We’ve discovered 
the BOY SCOUTS! 















































































Due to a prolonged exposure to a demented dentist's gamma ray cav/ty decoder, craven nerd 
CHESTER WEEMS FINDS HIMSELF /N MOMENTS OF D/RE HUMILlATION.TRANSFORMEP INTO A TUNDRA TOPPED 
TITAN KNOWN AS... ______ ,-- ,--, ___ 
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presents: 
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NOW YPV TWO Sf££E'PATTLE 
AFORE I TBt wee. MAMA > 
WHAT 'CHA BEEN COIN' j 
SACK 'ERE/ — 1 

sw , How...L 

EMBARRASSING 


How coulq you vo j?ome 
THI no- uKB THIS ?• 


IT WaO 


BLAM3 ME 


TVB3&S 


VO 0$ ALL A FAVOR, Boy, 
AN KEEP AN Eye ON YA 
KJPS, OKI 5HEESH/ 




VS-LUJ 


.vj 


3s t 


WHY CAN’T 
THEY MAKE 7% 
THESE THINGS ),% 
EASIER TO T</ f 
FINP...A J- 
GUY COUUP j ^ t 
GET LOST ) 

IN A PLACE V \' 
UKE 1 WS.^Y 


inNMjH! 


... MAYBE 
. NEVER 
TO BE 

<T SEEN 

;> AGAIN... 


iaTK 


SI 




..WHY DIP 
I HAVE 
To POT IT 
THAT WAY ? 


A SNOOP, AAYY? WELL, YoU PtRJY 
PAT STOCKING- PACE MACON £ '£ 
NOT GONNA <SET PINCHEP ON 

accovmta yoose 


f«n>:. -■• • 

*,• ,7 |(l ' 


; ? r 


lfflt-' Xv s 'w |a ' :frTf,,; 1 

Killti w« 

fe mm ... "" 


*w*- ‘"M ■■ 

Nr 1 ** iiirl / 


THIS COAT WILL HELP DISGUISE 
MY PENAL ATTIRE UNTIL l 
HAVE THIS JOINT IN THE CAN/ 


: !|!ll||li ‘ 
■|ll|j|! ! | 

i:i«| 


hisHiT 


A v TT< 


raj 


M 


■if7 Ik 


flUii'l 
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YOU'LL NEVER 6<ET THE CHANCE TO RAT ON 
STOCKING FACE MALONE/ PAL/ YOU'LL. 
NEUER. TELL ANYONE HOW £ JUST BROKE 
OUTTA nr JOINT ANP PLAN TO HIT THIS 

Five ’n pime for pocyet money on my 

WAY TP MEXICO/ 




-k:A;J 


mraz*— ,!;.. 




THIS 15 JUST UFE 
THAT SCENE PROM 
THE INFORMER 
WHERE PoO&LAS 
MCCOUOHWM SETS 
A CL SMACKGP VP 
ANP JAMES MASON 
IN LAST MAM OUT - 
REALLY f 




* 3 ? 


CAN X GO 
HOMS 
NOW..? 
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THE WIMBLEDON FANTASY... 





igsieSsstfagiwi 


...AND THE WIMPY REALITY 



Look out sissy! 
This paddle is 
a deadly weapon 
in my hands! 


No kidding! 


Writer & Artist: Mary Wilshire 


17 















































































































































































WWiMMu 

;Xv!v!;!v!v!v!vtv!;;;!-; 

mmmm 


i'XvXv'i 


iiiii 






















































































































































































































All mechanical morons, loose screws and ordinary 
“ ? day-dreamers! Crazy is continuing its exploration of the 
technology gone boingo with this follow-up to “Crazy 
Cars Of The Future”... a “take-off” (get it?) called... 


CROPDUSTER 


The Ryan Ag-75 “Granny" was developed 
after all aerial insecticide spraying was out¬ 
lawed in 1999. Due to a radioactive clause in 
the new laws, all fields that had been previ¬ 
ously serviced by aerial spraying had to be re¬ 
stored to a “clean", “dust-free" condition. To 
meet this need, bids and proposals from aircraft 
companies were solicited, but the winner of the 
competition wasn’t even an aircraft designer! 
“Granny" Ryan, the secreary of the interior's 
aging housekeeper, came up with this remarka¬ 
bly thrifty solution, saying “I don’t know beans 
about airplanes, but I’m more'n passin’ famil¬ 
iar with dust!” 


CORPORATE ‘JETS 


Upper Right: The “Middle Management” model of the “Tidy Tosser” at launch by five-fingered catapult. This de¬ 
sign by Tidy-Wipe’s President, Mr. W.C. Case, is extraordinarily economical to operate, but is limited in range by 
the power of the launcher. Above: The executive Tidy-Tosser features a Chinese-made solid-fuel safety rocket. 
Comes in handy in the odd downdraft. 


20 





BULL HU P-234 
FLYING MOLE” 

Police helicopter specifically modified for service in the 
Los Angeles basin. This adaptation to the unique flying 
conditions over L.A. is the work of a famous one-time 
criminal known as •‘Mole". The auger bit really digs into 
the dirty atmosphere! The L.A. office of the Environmen¬ 
tal Protection Agency really “digs" the idea and is cur¬ 
rently studying a proposal to acquire a fleet of Hup-234's 
to punch air holes in the smog. It’s rumored that the resul¬ 
tant fill dirt will be used to build a mile-high mountain 
upon which luxury condos will be built for retired highway 
commissioners... 


BOING, BOING 
797 COMMERCIAL 
AIRLINER 

...Null said! 




TACTICAL 
INTERCEPTOR 
McDOUGLAS 
YF-370 
“HIPPO” I* 


The Hippo is the biggest single-engine 
fighter ever flown and is the ultimate in 
the big-engine, big-electronics, big- 
price-tag school of design. Just in case of 
“Black Box” failure, though, the Hippo 
has a unique back-up attack system: it can 
swallow anything smaller than a backfire 
bomber! 


AIR FORCE SURPLUS 
CRUISE MISSILE 

As shown here, customized for use by a San Jose. 
California "Low Rider" for use in attracting females. 
The most attractive feature of the CM aside from its 
low-and-slow flying ability is its warhead... if the Low- 
Rider fails to attract his quarry, why. he can just “shoot 
her down”! 
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AERIAL COMMUTER TECHNOLOGY 

.Shown on this page are various approaches taken toward solving the enormous ground-traffic problems of our major 
cities in 1999. Hey, if you gotta go to work, flying’s gotta be the way to go! 




•^OQOy 


THE CONRAIL 6:15 


rail officials received permission from (he straightaway be¬ 
tween Calgary and Ottawa for the test launch. Unfortunately, the engineer/pilot couldn’t get enough altitude to avoid 
taking out the capitol dome in Ottawa, touching off an international incident. Blame was finally laid on CNR officials 
who had failed to remember there was a tunnel on the take-off route. 


u 



HONDA 

“HOPTOADS 

COMMUTER’S 

AID 

This lightweight portable, 
designed for a temporary 
lift in traffic jams, 
has been fairly successful 
in Japan and Europe... 


EL PASO 
NATURAL GAS 
SUPER” HELIUM 


...but for some reason, has 
not caught on in the U .S. A. 


Perhaps when they get the 
bugs ii oned out of this 
much-lighter-than-air mar¬ 
vel we'll see a return to 
those glorious days of lux¬ 
ury transoceanic travel 
once supplied by giant di¬ 
rigibles. But we doubt it. 
Wc foresee this more mun¬ 
dane application... 


1 B CLASS ECO* 0«\Y 

ticicet 
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AWACS 1999 “DUCK” 

This model of the AWACS spy-and-waming aircraft is a 
highly sophisticated bionic construction and is classified 
Top-Secret! Hear me? SECRET!!! Don't tell anyone 
about it, especially anyone who reads old comic 
books!!! 


SAUNDER- 
ROE OR-2 
“FERRY 
HAWK” 

The flying boat is back! 
This is a very welcome 
thing for those who 
have always admired 
the stateliness of the 
ocean-going airplane... 


Five of these large rescue 
craft are in service on Puget 
Sound, Washington, where 
for many years mysterious 
whirlpools have been suck¬ 
ing down ferry-boats at an 
alarming rate. The local In¬ 
dians claim credit for the 
whirlpools as retribution 
for the extinction of the 
Chinook salmon... but 
what the hey, the flying 
boats are back! 


ZT4FFI COMB. 
TO I 

OH.IU. Fit 
{TTO_-JUE 


TtWfbflARV 
AAtTTOR- 
STOP -- 


yictroo-- 


HOME-BUILT EXPERIMENTAL OF THE FUTURE 

Make yourself a super rubber-band motor out of old truck tire inner tubes... cannibalize a couple or three hollow-core 
doors from the development up the street... Mom and Dad will never miss the breeze from the antique ceiling fan... 
maybe at the construction site you can cop one of those big cardboard tubes they use for pouring concrete columns... 
a couple li’l red wagon wheels... some guitar strings from your big brother's axe, a little this, a little that... and pretty 
soon your buddies will be arguing about whether to call you “Wilbur” or “Orville”! 













Now. you may ask, what's so frazetting futuristic about all this? Well, we dare you to get this project lashed together 
in the past! 


23 







Across the macroverse, the mutant minions of eco-evil cower in their artificially-sweetened 
shadows from this aproned avenger and her side-kids, Evita and Elmo. Faster than a frog in 
a blender... Stronger than dirt... able to eat more wheat germ than you can imagine... it's... 


AUNTY® IMUKE 


Writer: Susan Bissett 


Ya mean you got the govern¬ 
ment and the coal industry to 
back ya with big bucks on 
that? Now that ya dragged us 
up here, whadda we get outta 
this? 
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Artist: Steve Smallwood 


I'm glad to see you're so in¬ 
quisitive Elmo. Today we will 
excavate near-surface pros¬ 
pects from inside the earth's 
crust. 


m 




We will remove 
the coal with¬ 
out blasting or 
strip mining. 
My invention 
will alter indus¬ 
trial mining in¬ 
stead of the 
land! 




Goshums! 
Altering a 
whole in¬ 
dustry! Will 
we be fa¬ 
mous Aunty 
Nuke? Will 
we? Huh? 



So forget bout 
the coal com¬ 
panies. Lets 
use this inven¬ 
tion ourselves! 
We ll tell 'em to 
mind their own 
business while 


we mine ours! 


This is a joint effort between the car- I She means 
boniferous companies and environ- I we’ll be on 
mentalists to protect the land. It is not I public T.V. 
a commercial venture! I instead! 






2. 



















Well, these coal companies 
don't own this mountain! I’m 
gonna claim it and what's 
underneath it too! Neon no¬ 
tions, Evita! I got an idea... 




'sssm 


I'm tired of always 
being squashed into 
the shadows of the 
spotlight of her fat 
successes! I gotta do 
somethin’ prompto- 
quick! 




I 


I •&: 


Lemme help you Aunty 
Nuke. You can’t run this 
capitalizing contrapshun all 
by your ownselfI 


Yeah, you gotta save 
some energy for 
when we do "60 
Minutes" and “Merv"! 
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Goshums 
Aunty Nuke, 
this ’chine 
sure does 
fill in the 
land fast! 


iota 


Yes Evita, but 
you’ll never 
realize how ef¬ 
ficient it is until 
you perceive it 
with your 
femurs in mo¬ 
tion! 




Whatasuppa- 
terifik idea 
Elmo! This’ll 
make Aunty's 
socks drop and 
her leg hairs 
curl. I can't wait 
to see her 
face! 


Yeah, 
neither can 
I. What's 
left of it! 


n 
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Hey! Get 
your slobber¬ 
in' thumb- 
suckin' mitts 
off the wheel. 
Just let me do 
the drivin', will 
ya?! 








I’ll take them 
off the wheel 
and slam 'em 
in your face, 
Elmo! 

Lemme drive 
now! Leggo 
alreadyyeee! 


II !-Mr 






Bituminous billions! 
I'm gonna turn this coal 
mine into a gold mine! 


ms 




ms 


Weee! It'll make a great GEO cover 
Aunty Nuke! Now all I need is nation¬ 
al coverage to make myself a name! 


Now all I need is 
a natural catastro- 
phy to preserve mine! 






w 
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SOLAR COOKING 
TIPS: 

Put a teflon 
finish on your 

ROOF AND YA 
CAN ROAST 
chicking EGGS 
ON HOT OAZG. 

FOR BEST RESULTS-' 
LET 'E fA RUN Qooey 
OFF THE POOR ON 
TO gVTTA'5 HEAP. 
SHE'LL THROW A 
TEMPA TORE TANTRUM 
AN' THEY'LL ROAST 
REAL GOOD there/ 


25 
























CRAZY Looks 



Excuse me, I bought 
a cute, tiny baby 
alligator here 
two years ago and... 


Don't tell me— now he's 
two feet long and you 
want to get rid of him! 




Wrong! Now he's 
six feet long 
and he wants to 
get rid of me! 






Could one of 
those snakes 
swallow some¬ 
thing three feet tall 
that weighed 75 
pounds? 



Daddy, please 
buy me a pir¬ 
anha! Please!?! 






Daddy, please 
buy me a pi¬ 
ranha! Please!?! 




I can't keep 
this parrot. 
He's too 

smart. 


Too smart? Most 
people want 
smart parrots, be¬ 
cause they pick up 
phrases very well. 


Stay right here— I 
wanna go get my 
little sister! 


I want 
that one! 







t 


JF 
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Oh, he does. But 
the ladies in my 
bridge club don't 
want to hear the 
phrases he picks 
up from my kids! 



How much 
for that dog 
there, 
mister? 


ml 


Wow! What 
a great 
price! I'll 
take him! 




Polly 

wanna 

cracker? 


Polly 

wanna 

cracker? 








/ill 


ir 
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Polly 

wanna 

cracker? 


I always heard that humans could 
speak better than we can. How come 
all they say is "Polly wanna cracker"?! 


I 1 
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A Pet Shop 


Writer: Robert Leighton 
Artist: Ned Sonntag 


These are chameleons. 
They can change color 
to match whatever 
they’re standing on. 





























7 GROSS ENCOUNTERS PART 2 


THE RAVEN 

H- 
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^ GREETINGS KULTuR VULTURES, BRtSBAlNE 
'**\ HERE' YOU KNOW, A LL PLAY AND 

W NO SPINACH MAKES YOUR MOTHER 

f WAX DUMPTRUCRS 50 PIE AND 

CrXrXfJ) THE BOYS ARE FORCER TO 

' ftitij PRESENT "LB HALF-A-GRAND 

\ BALLET RINBTICO PE 

, MONTE HALLO" ARP AN 

I EVENING OF CPASSU.AL- 
ST'jC J J DANCE/ FOLLOW THE 

L _VjK A/ DIRECTIONS AT RIGHT 

,rl\ K^Cttiy ANA REMEMBER LASSIES 
Szwfm LllVnCl AND G-MEN, ALWAYS 

WZdmm] VNIa , 7 keep the pinky out 

Sir l vT^f ’ coswt ‘”- 


ANOPT/KiWET/COMlC: 

b<A £teve ItleLior 
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THE SINKING FANTASY... 



...AND THE STINKING REALITY 



Bad news honey... I never thought the 
basment would flood so I moved your comic 


EEYA! MY COMIC 
BOOK COLLECTION!!! 


Just relax anc get 
rropp ng up this mess. 


book collecti 


RELAX?' 


I think 
I'm going to 
be sick! 


Writer & Artist: Peter Kuper 
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Someday, when future archaeologists are digging through the rubble of 
our civilization, they'll discover a Golden Double Arches and they'll 
wonder. Did these primitive people erect the arches as a symbol of 
their god? Did they use it for charting the stars? Was it an altar for 
human sacrifice? They'll never believe that the arches really meant... 

FAST 

FOOD 

Written and Drawn by Dick Codor 
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“What’s green and goes 150 
miles per hour?” 

“A frog in a blender!” 

“What do you call a 250-pound 
gorilla with a machine gun?” 

“Sir!” 


i<r—- 
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Here it is again, people! Are you ready? Are you sure you're ready? Well, in that case, let's get on with the fabulous, all-new, insidi¬ 
ously clever Crazy Contest, in which some lucky winner's gonna gel himself/herself/itself? a free 1 -year subscription to Crazy, the 
magazine that dares to make fun of nuclear holocaust, disease, famine, misery, and Ronald Reagan's hair, yet (get this, mom) gets 
away with it! To enter: send a postcard (only postcards! Letters are not accepted! No way! Nyet! Nein! And only one entry per post¬ 
card puhhh-leeease!) with the funniest Riddle you can think of to “Crazy Contest #13" c/o Marvel Comics Group, 387 Park 
Avenue South, New York, N.Y. 10016. All entries must be received by July 2,1982. Contest will be judged by our editors, and their 
decisions are final. Runner-ups will receive the nefarious Marvel No-Prize, and run the risk of actually having their pitiful jokes dis¬ 
played openly for all to see ("all" meaning their respective friends, parents, and fat aunts) within these pages. All entries become the 
property of Marvel Comics, and this contest is void where prohibited, taxed, or regulated. Results of Crazy Contest # 13 will appear in 
Crazy #92, on sale in September. 

CONTEST #10 WINNERS! 

(In which we asked our readers for “Obnoxio Poems") 


Grand Prize Winner:: 

Oh, Obnoxio your pages these years 
Cannot be beat for dumbness 
Because of you, our senses reel 
Our minds are filled with numbness 
Yet it’s really nice to know 
That readers across the nation 
Can all enjoy your pages 
With just a pre-schooi education!!! 

A free 1-year subscription to: 

Jason Healy 
Northbrook, IL. 

Royal Runner-Ups : 

I once saw a clown on a comic 
magazine 

He was so ugly, I puked on the scene 
I cracked, I went mad, I started to 
shout! 

I was going crazy, and that was no 
doubt 

So, the next month I was off again 
Back to the bathroom to puke again. 

Kurt Larry 
Sterling Heights, Ml. 

Once upon a day so lazy, while I read 
a rag called Crazy 
I happened upon a section I had 
never seen before 

"Fun Pages” I read with a frown, done 
done by Obnoxio The Clown 


He said, “These are games and 
puzzles that you can't ignore." 
Quoth Obnoxio, "That's for sure." 

Will your readers take this abuse, or 
will they say "Aw, what's the use” 
And just throw your silly magazine 
upon the floor. 

Can Obnoxio change his ways, and 
until the end of his days 
Be a kind and generous clown, like 
he's never been before? 

Bui the only thing that he will say is 
what he's said before 
Quoth Obnoxio, "Nevermore!” 

Rudolph C. Stotz 
Forest Park, GA. 

Who has red hair 
Is as fierce as a bear 
Dares you to be dumb 
We all know he's a bum 
Doesn't know one plus one 
But he's the master of fun 
You got me 
I don’t know. 

David Warren 
Toronto, Ontario 

You're not a creep, but a freak 
You're so small you're hard to see 
You like me but I think you stink 
I say you're smelly, so smelly 


So smelly, smelly, smelly 

You freak so smelly, smelly smelly. 

Steven Hicks 
Lolora, MD. 

Who's the weirdest clown you've 
seen 

In the Crazy magazine 

It's just a dumb and ugly man 

Who wipes his butt with his hand. 

Tim Townsend 
Henderson, KY. 

Who’s the clown you love to hate 
Takes your dog on a date 
Stops there, has a beer 
Can't that jerk steer? 

Comes back at half past four 
Throws himself on the floor. 

Jeremy Rodriguez 
Modersto, CA. 

Obnoxio is ugly, we all know that 
He musta got hit with a baseball bat 
You know it's true, he bares the 
scars 

He wears a hat and smokes cigars 
I tell the truth. I tell no lies 
He's got rings around his eyes 
Obnoxio is ugly, his teeth are brown 
He's Obnoxio, the ugly clown. 

Patrick Robinson 
Yonkers, N.Y. 
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Writer & Artist: John Lakey 



You know you’re real fat when... 
Nobody in gym class will “spot” 
for you. 


You know you’re real fat when... You 
go to school in your pajama bottoms 
and don’t know it. 


You know you’re real fat when... You 
have to add an extra set of wheels to 
your skateboard. 
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You know you’re real fat when... You start to request clean-up You know you're real fat when... You look at 

squad duty at the school cafeteria. your leg and can’t tell which place it bends. 


You know you're real fat when... You’re no longer considered trustworthy as a bag boy. 


You go to the circus and no one 


You know you're real fat when... Full-figure 
photos of you make your head so small your 
features don’t show. 


You know 
asks 










You know you're real fat when... You know you’re real fat when... You know you're real fat when... You salivate 

You don't bother to shave You go to a ball game dressed at the sound of an electric can opener, 

under your arms and no one like a vendor, but you're not 
ever notices. there to self anything. 



You know you're real fat when... You're promoted to the You know you're real fat when... You’re afraid 

fourth grade only because your desk no longer fits. to sit on any small, round-topped stool. 



You know you're real fat when... People start to tell You know you're real fat when... You can read a 

you how ‘tiny" your hands and feet look. nauseating article like this without losing your appetite! 
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CLOWN 


Writer: Virgil Diamond Artist: Alan Kupperberg 




A growin' kid s entitled t’some privacy in this world. Now, keepin’ this important point 










Ya' can do a lot of things with glass. It can be shaped into somethin' ya' drink from, an it can also be used as a sub¬ 
stitute fer a missin' part o' yerface. An', believe it or not, there's a famous entertainer who uses glass fer this second 
reason, an' you'll know who he is upon completin' this... 


ONE EYED ENTERTAINER 
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Even though they mess their diapers an’ spit up, babies are loveable. But when they become 
adults, they ain’t always so cute, an' you’ll know just what I mean after ya answer th" question... 

loHpHVillli J 










My name is Klara Polzl 
Hitler, and my son was the 
• heavy" of World Warll. 
His first name is 
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HOMEWORK HOTLINE? 


Homework takes up lotsa time, 
an’ cuts into yer T V watchin'. 
But ya’ can shorten th' time it 
takes t’complete yer assign¬ 
ments, by callin' a place that 
helps students find their 
homework answers. So make 
tracks to th' phone an' dial th ... 
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OBNOXIO’S PUNCHLINES 


The squaw of the hippopotamus is 
equal to the sons of the other two 
hides!" 

Sam and Janet evening!" 

' Pardon me, Roy, is that the cat that 
chewed your new shoes?" 

'Peristalsis!" 

Able was I ere I saw Elba!" 


ft;:*:;: 


Can you name an auto part 
that is commonly swiped by 
car thieves? Th' part ya gotta 
guess begins with th’ letter "B". 


J0MSUV 


THIS A/N'T 
A &TAMPO' 
APPROVAL/ 


This Is fTly Favorite Picture Of The Month! 

"OPNOXIO TH& CLOVEN. 
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7 / It’s from 
Brad Bodeker 
of Prior Lake, 
MN. Pretty good, 
kid. Now get lost. 





















Time to rock, croc! I'm 
the Reptillian Rocker, 
Behemoth Jack, and this is... 


Writer: David Allikas Artist: Dave Morris 


I 


Featuring your favorite 
hits... as they sounded be¬ 
fore last-minute changes! 



Some might say it’s improper for 
women to play rock and roll 
professionally! But for the 
Yo-Yo's, that's not a problem! 


There's a gimmick 
That works for us; 

We're all knockouts— 

Quite a plus! 

When they look at us, 

No one listens; 

That’s how we got this far 
Though we're quite sub-par 
We'll sound awful now and then 
But it's pure disaster when 
Our lips are smeared. 

Doesn t matter how we play 
But we'll be in Dutch the day 
Our i,p$ are smeared 


‘Can you hear them 
They talk about us 
Say we rot — 

Well, what's all the fuss? 

So we can't play — 

What's the difference? 

We d have to be crazy to care if we 
Sing off-key or blow a riff 
But we 'll be in trouble if 
Our lips are smeared. 
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*to the tune of: 
"Our Lips Are Sealed" 
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Is this the agent for George 
Bentsome and G Jeils? 
They’d better make a hit, or 
I'll give them a chewing up! 


'You had the clout, you had the power 
Even guys who polished chrome 
Were getting thirty bucks and hour 
For their work 


No... you heard 
me right the 

first time! 


All you United Auto Workers 
Kept acquiring more control 
Until you couldn t spot the shirkers— 
No one worked! 


That was true until you fellows lost 
A half million jobs— 

Now you re really hopping! 

Love your turn around — 

Love that hustling sound 
Automation-bound 
Love your turn aroundI 

‘to the tune of: 

"Turn Your Love Around"' ^ 
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'Do they shake 

Do they quake 

'Tilt the ground gets shook— 

Our liberated ladies 

With their braiess, topless look. 

Skirls at least as skimpy 
And sheer as negligees 
They only wear so much cause 
It s very cold today __^ r- 


Send a postcard to the 
Behemoth Jack Sack, listing 
the recording artists 
you’d like to see! < 


I'm in a store, and thumbing through 
A girlie magazine: 

Whai goes walking by me 
Makes the porno mag look clean! 

Is this risque? 

Compared to what we see today 
How age-old is a centerfold 
Age-old is a centerfold! 

to the tune of: 
’Angel In A Centerfold" 


I won’t hire ’em... but 
I dig getting mail! 
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MEANING OF LIFE 
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Ain't no bed o' roses, get- 
tin' busted down to the vice 
squad— It's a cesspool down 
here, but one thing we don't 
need is for you to make waves! 


Also what we don’t 
need is still another 
loud police lieuten¬ 
ant warning the hero 
not to get out of line! 


Oops! 

Sorry, 

Lieutenant 

Freako... 


Shaky, that’s 
not what I &%$# 
meant when I 
said you can 
take that desk! 


There’s just no fooling around when it comes to this latest cop 
thriller... you name it, they do it! Whether it’s beating, batter¬ 
ing, bruising or bashing, we don’t wonder why nobody leans on... 

SHAKY’S MASHING 

Writer: Murad Gumen Artist: Kent Gamble 
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Floozy gets murdered... something big’s going on! I say 
we keep tabs on the girls in this guy’s address book! 
Now all the names have seven letters, which must be a 
code... got any ideas, Poo-Poo? 


You %$#©! Those 
have nine dig¬ 
its! Archness? 


Social 

security 

numbers! 


See, Freako has the right idea! He’s using the phone! 
Do you know what that means, you %$#©!!!?? These 
names represent phone numbers!! 


Gee, this is too tough 
torus... I’ll call tor help! 


How many digits do those 
have, you #%©$?!? Five! 


It’s hard to believe a good-looking guy like you 
has nothing better to do night and day but spy 
on that girl Dominance... hey! You lit up a 
cigarette alter seeing her light one! 


Okay, so we may be a 
bunch ot losers stuck with 
lowly and unglamorous 
duties... but we’re gonna 
crack this case ourselves! 
We re gonna get respect! 
Were a team! We’re one 
big Mean Machine!! 


You can t do that. 
Shaky! It’s not by 
the book and. be¬ 
sides. you already 
did that theme in 
“The Longest 
Yard"'. 


Coin¬ 

cidence 

Gosh... 































Shake... aren't you carry¬ 
ing your obsession over this 
floozy a little too far? 


Wow! Dominance is playing strip 
Parcheesi with “The Man"! 


SOMEONE 
BLEW 
AWAY THE 
FLOOZY? 
WHERE THE 
%#$!&? IS 
HOMICIDE?! 


We didn't call 
homicide! 
Our machine 
is gonna han¬ 
dle it! Hup! 


Gee, Shakey... if you wanted to send a 
cop over there for that, why didn't 
you ask me? 


That's no cop, that's the kingpin— Vi¬ 
cious! But whatzis last name? I dunno 
his last name! Y’know his last name? 


Twoop! 


Tweep! Fopa! 


LOOK, 

Freako! I’m 
tired of hearing 
you say 
“!?&$%!"! 
Why don't you 
just say the 
real thing? 


Who do you think you're fooling? 
You think those readers aren't 
sophisticated enough to know 
what you're sayina? You think 
the editor of Crazy doesn’t know? 
So why don't you say it? 


THE 
!?&$%! 
RULE IS, 
YOU CALL 
HOM— 
urkk! 


All right! P- 
punctuation 
marks... 


Ampersand, 
dollar sign., 
percent... 


Yweep! 


Twoop! 











































Vicious thinks he murdered you instead of your triend, 
so we haven’t time! Whatzis last name? I dunnohis last 
name! Y'knowhis last name? 


How about 
if you just 
—pleeease! 
—tell me 
your last 
name? 


Dominance 
is alive and 
I've gotcha, 
Vicious! Hoo- 
hee-hee- 
ha-ho! 


Perhaps your mind can 
be changed? What 
would you say to 
riches... or women? 


Why do you have my pic¬ 
tures on the wall? 


I couldn't get any of 

Jacqueline Bisset's! 


You better 
tell us, or 
we'll cut off 
your... 


What 9 Why 
would... 


No more, 
please, I... 


Ah! So have you 
had enou... 


Where's 

Dom¬ 

inance? 


I don't 
know! 


We just won’t 
let you finish! 


YAAAAAHHHH!! 


It'll drive you 

stark raving mad! 


KEEP COMING STILL! 


THEY STILL KEEP COMING! 


THESE GUYS KEEP COMING! 
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You're my brother, 
Caino... but I don't 
need you anymore. I've 
got some ex-CIA men 
for my hit squad! 


Uhh... you cer¬ 
tainly have an 
Interesting way 
...of expres¬ 
sing... it! 


Vicious is dead? 
You better tell 
me, bruddah... 


No... what- 
zis last name?!? 


How awful! Someone 
shot him... when I 
wanted to shoot him! 


We shot Caino 37 times, but 
he's still on the loose! 
And... (gasp!)... you're the 
only... one left who can burn 
him, Shaky! 


In a minute— soon as 
I shake off these 
guys! Boy, the villains 
in this movie sure are 

tough! 


Shaky... I won't... be 
dead by., you... agghh! 


It can’t be! 

Younger, 
but it's me... 

Burt 

ReignOlds! 


That is, how you were about ten 
years ago in crime thrillers not so dif¬ 
ferent from this one... like "Shamus' 
and "Fuzz”! Didn't you think you 
would be branching out by now? 


But I'm... uh... directing, and... hey I 
want to make critically acclaimed 
dims that showcase my artistry! I 
want to be loved, really, I... 


disap¬ 

pointment! 


1— 
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Who did it? 





























WHO SAYS WE AIN’T GOT NO CLASS? 


ORSON W. 
CLOWN SEZ 


WE WILL SELL NO CRAZY 
BEFORE IT’S TIME! 


I! 


000000000000000000000000000000000000^ 



CRAZY SUBSCRIPTION DEPT 
c/o Marvel Comics Group 
387 Park Avenue South 
New York. N.Y. 10016 


Make checks 
payable to: 
Marvel Comics 
Group 


Dear Mr. Clown, 

Your good taste, charm, and sophistication has won me over! 
Actually, I was going to subscribe anyway, and this subscription 
blank is as good as any other. Here's my money ($9 U.S., $11 
Canadian and Foreign), send me 12 issues of Crazy (including four 
SI .25 Super Specials)! 

NAME 


(Please prim) 


ADDRESS 

CITY _ 

STATE _ 



(Allow ten weeks for first delivery) CZ-682 


50 


Each issue of 
Crazy is carefully 
inspected and 
aged in our spa¬ 
cious, climate- 
controlled 
warehouses! And 
for $9.00*, we’ll 
even deliver** 12 
sparkling issues 
right to your door! 

'Canada & Foreign: $11. 
"Actually, some bozo in a blue suit 
will do our leg-work for us. 








I KNOW THERE ARE A LOT OF YOU PEOPLE OUT THERE WHO THINK 
WORKING FOR ' CRAZY ' MAGAZINE IS JUST ONE STEP FROM BEING 
an OIL RICH KOSHOGSI... TRUTH IS, MOST OF US HERE HAVE TO 
HAVE REAL JOSS TO HELP KEEP OUR GIRL-FRIENDS IN DIAMONDS 
AND FURS.., NOT TO MENTION MV OWN PERSONAL NEEPSfPOP TARTS, 
TAB, ETC.). WELL IT'S BEEN SIX MONTHS SINCE I WAS RUTHLESSLY 
P/RED FROM MY REAL JOB CGUESS I WASN'T RUGGED ENOUGH 
FOR 'EM) AND MONEY'S GETTING A LITTLE TIGHT. NOW DON'T GET 
ME WRONG/X'M NOT SORRY I WAS LET GO. . . FIVE YEARS OF 
CRAWLING BEFORE THEM WAS PLENTY FOR ME,.. BUT THEIR 
"HERE TODAY-GONE TOMORROW" TACTICS DIP SEEM A TRIFLE 
UNGRATEFUL. AND I'M REALLY NOT 
I'M GOING TO BE GETTING THE REN 
CAUSE MY LANDLORD WORRIES FOR 



ST OOG E S-T.U.E.F 



'ROBIN HOOD 

AAEETS 

LITTLE JOHN 


TrY,'/ ■!/ 






MAl| BUTCnOUGE PIG. WHEW.' LET ME TFII 

>U..T I RbAL r L» ‘TCTHTTSRWn lU'&Er ALL OF THAT OFF MY CHEST- 
I'M SORRY you ALL HAP TO SEE ME LIKE THIS.,. BUT I THINK I OWE 
THE SI6GEST APOLOGY TO JOE ALBELOCTHE GUV WHO LETTERS THIS 
STUFF).! SWEAR I'LL NEVER DO ANYTHING LIKE THIS TO YOU EVER AGAIN. 






















TWANG 


The TWANG Computer ad 
collided with the Booboolicious 
Bubblegum commercial! 


there s one company which is the leader. 


In today 's complex world. 
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Writer and Artist: Dick Codor 








